260      THE  BEAUTIFUL LADY  CRAVEN
A Conversation between the River Kennet and the Navigation in the year 1800.
The River (astonished)
What is this ugly thing that has crawl'd along so stagnant, so quiet by my lovely stream, and has without my knowledge or consent made me shallow in some parts and wide in others ?
The Navigation (in a dying, half-extinguished tone)
I am the son of several Fathers, But that one which lays best claim to the Honor of having produced me is that Dead Monster * near Southampton, who lies offensive to the eyes and nose of all the wealthy Inhabitants around Southampton ; Have mercy on me Heaven-begotten Source. I cannot last long.
The River
Ugly thing. How dare you presume while I love and beautify this Barony2 to exist between me and those woods from whence so oft maternal eyes3 have gazed with fond delight on me. Intruder ; avaunt! No longer prevent my generous stream from flowing into those cavities4 which were intended to form a lake that would seem to unite by one clear surface Benham and Hampstcad.
The Navigation
Alas 1 I cannot stir. I am lock'd down by many huge locks invented by Art, and my makers intend I should be finished.
The River And if you were, of what use could you be ?
1 The Cut now given up near Southampton.
a Hampstcad Marshall.
* The Margravine's eyes.
4 From which peat had been excavated.and actually sent Lord Macartney word that his health was so precious he feared it would be affected if he stayed till the leaves fell.at is writ by thee,
